PALANKEEN   TRAVELLING

The palankeen-bearers, who form, I believe, a caste
or class by themselves, are a faithful and diligent race of
men; and, as it is their invariable custom to be honest, a
traveller may leave anything loose in the palankeen with
perfect safety. I have heard that it is not quite safe or
Fair to leave the brandy-bottle too much exposed, as
poor human nature, under whatever colour of the skin
it may be hid, is said never to be proof against the
seductions of that wonderful tipple. For my part I
do not believe I ever tasted it till I came to travel in
India, and then I was as much taken in as the savage
king, so cleverly described by Captain Cook, who
mistook a bottle of this new-found beverage for an
avatar of one of his gods. A worthy friend of mine at
Madras, just as I was starting, thrust his head into my
palankeen, and cried out:

"Why, man, you have got no brandy 1 You cannot
possibly get on without some support, as we call
11"

And running back to the house, he unlocked his
private store, and deposited with me a small square,
nicely cut crystal bottle of cognac, so delicious, that,
he declared, it would bring a dead man alive again. I
forgot all about this supply till some days afterwards,
during a sultry, choky afternoon in the jungle, when
there was hardly a breath of wind aloft of sufficient force
to stir even the tremulous leaf of the bamboo-tree; while
down below, where the ground was parched up and
riven into a net-work of crevices by the heat, the still
air had reached that suffocating pitch which makes one
feel close to death's door. The bearers had stopped at
a sparkling well, or rather a natural fountain, from
which a small stream of cool water gurgled and splashed
over the rocks, and spread its refreshing influence for
many yards on either side. Being burnt up with
thirst, I leaped out, and in the next minute would have
plunged my face into the basin formed by the falling